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THE CAST • ; ,:- , 

MR. HORATIUS ALPHONSIUS SQUARE, PHncrpal of th,e Leamem 
Academy for proper young males and females, 

HACKUS BLIMP, known as Hack, a football phenomenon. 

BILL ) 

TOM y Hack^s satellites, 

JOHN ) 

JIMMIE, a student. 

ANNABELLE PRETTY, a vampish young lady. 

HIT-EM-HARD SMITH, a football coach. 

RED, a high school Bolskevik. 

JOE SWEEP, the janitor. 

DUSTY, Joe*s small negro assistant. 

PETE, JACK, HARRY, LARRY, SAM, JERRY, BLUEBELL, 
BABE, SWEETNESS, MIGNONETTE, ROSE, VIOLET, a self- 
appointed committee of protest. 

Time 
The Present. 

Place 

Office of Mr. Horatius Alphonsius Square, Principal of the 
Leamem Academy. 
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THE SCENE 

••:.•• •. .•::.•:: : *><w- back 












PrincipaVs desk 
1 1 


window right 








door left 


table 









Setting — PrincipaVs office, with door hack, window right, door left. 
Principal's desk right center, table right forward, with bolt bunt- 
ing over it from side view, but giving clear view to audience. 
Wall maps, pictures, rugs, chairs, etc. 

Costuming — 

Principal — Sideburns, gray hair dressed in old-fashioned style. 

Red — Red jacket, baggy trousers, long hair. 

Annabelle Pretty — Dressed vampishly. 

The rest of the characters have clothes ordinarily worn by high 
school students. 

Costuming depends upon circumstances. Little or no costuming 
is needed, as the play is taken from present school life, and 
ordinary clothes are worn. 

Dusty — Dressed somewhat dilapidatedly. 
Time for presentation — Thirty minutes. 
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ACT I 

Noise of scuffling outside door, rear — boys* loud voices — rapping 
on door. 

John (loud voice) — Aw, Hack, open the door, the Prof hasn't got 
back yet from dinner. 

Hack — Who's running this party anyway? (door opens with a 
bang and four boys fall in, look around scared and get up). 

Bill — Good thing the Professor wasn't in or we would, have got 
detention periods for a week. 

Tom — Haw, it wouldn't hurt me. I have got enough right now 
to last me four years and then some. 

Hack — I wonder if I had better wait and hand this treatise 
(flourishing it in the air) in to the professor. He said if I got it in 
by one o'clock that he would let me play this afternoon on the foot- 
ball team. 

Bill — You are a fine one. Let your work go and then have to stay 
up most of the night before the biggest game of the year in order 
to have the Prof credit your standing. 

Hack-— Aw, shut up. 

Bill — Go chase yourself. I got by and you could too if you 
wouldn't sleep so much in class. 

Tom — I may be a bone-head, but I know enough to get by in my 
classes in football season at least. 

John — I've queened five different girls this last two weeks and 
I got two in every one of my subjects. 

Hack — Lay off, can't you? I'm up now so what are you crab- 
bing at? 

Bill — I'm not crabbing, I'm just giving you a little brotherly 
advice. 

Tom — ^There's nothing like knowing how. Hack. You ought to get 
onto our system. 

Hack — System be hanged — all you do is to try to make eyes at 
the teachers and don't know how to do it. 
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Bill — There's no getting around it, Hack, a little gentlemanly 
treatment do have a most soothjng effect upon our marks. 

Tom — What in the deuce is in that lump of paper anyway? 

:*•. Hafek-^t'i) you think you could understand if I started to explain? 

..Tora^Shoot. * : 

;! :>: '^ •:: • = ' v 

:'I y &a!t\^ '^CstdHs to shoot) — My dear young sprouts, will you look at 
this roll of parchment (thrusts out treatise). Therein are ten thou- 
sand words — yea, ten thousand words on the magnificent topic of 
Water as the Universal Solvent. I have labored in the day time and 
in the night time. I have discussed the pearly drops of dew that 
solidify on the mountain tops — I have traced those same pearly drops 
down through mountain gorges, out of the mountains into broad, fer- 
tile plains; have carried them past populous cities, through power 
plants and city water systems, have seen them polluted and then puri- 
fied by the ozone of the atmosphere as they went tumbling down the 
weary miles, have at last put them to sleep in the bosom of the mighty 
oceans and then have seen them raise in feathery mist and, wafted by 
stormy breeze and fair zephyr back to those same mountain tops, to 
again pass through the myriad stages of 

Bill— Hark! Hark! the lark. 

Tom — Oh, suffering peoples. 

John — For the love of civilization lay the stuff on the Prof's desk. 
We've got to get over to the gym. 

Hack (continuing dramatically) — Water, oh water, how clear is 
thy form, how cool thou gusheth from the rock-lined springs, how 
soothingly thou lavest the fevered brow, how merciful art thou to the 
parched dry-eyed desert wanderer. Oh, thou Universal Solvent, thou 
dissolver of dirt, thou washer of the heavens, thou creator of fresh- 
ness in tree and flower, thou maker of tinkling music, thou roarer in 
the symphonies of Nature. 

Tom — Can the racket, can't you? 

Bill — Bury it, for the love of peace, bury it on the Prof's desk. 

Hack lays paper on desk, 

John — Wake up, fellows, we've got to get over to the gym and 
blow those footballs up. 

Dusty, OS John is speaking, tumbles in with a large empty pail 
with feather duster in it, dust pan and large broom; boys 
jump. 

Hack — ^Who in Heck said you could come in here. Dusty ? 

Dusty — Joe says I'se to start aworkin' in h'er. 

John — Did you bring up those football laces from downtown. 
Dusty? 

Dusty — Oh Mr. John, I'se done forgot all about 'em. 
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Hack— What's that? 

Dusty — I'se shore did done forgot to get 'em. 

Hack — You drop that broom and wiggle those legs of yours, and 
get them at once. Do you understand? 

Dusty — Doze I understan, I shore doze, I shore doze. You wants 
four rawhide strings I'se reckon. About so big I reckon. 

Hack — ^You bet I do, you black rascal. Beat it, Dusty, beat it. 

Dusty — Yes, sir, Mr. Hack, I'se done beat it. I'se moving (starts 
to go), I'se moving fast (as he goes out the door), 

John — Let's get over to the gym. 

Hack — Come on, then (changing demeanor to that of a cocky 
young officer) Company, attention! (three hoys click to salute). 
Company, fall in! (three hoys line up) Count off! (hoys count off 1,2, 
3, U several times) First Sergeant report! 

Bill — Company all present, sir. 

Hack — Right face ! Close up ! Forward march ! (four hoys march 
off stage left-hipping). 

As soon as boys are out of room a very vampish looking young 
female, dressed to suit that description, sticks her head 
through the door, 

Annabelle— Sh-Sh-Sh ! 

Red (behind the scenes) — Sh-Sh-Sh! 

Annabelle (advancing into room) — Sh-Sh-Sh! 

Red (behind scenes) — Sh-Sh-Sh! 

Annabelle (hoarse whisper) — Come in, come in. (Red, the Bol- 
skevik, crawls in; he is dressed, the part, with long hair, baggy trous- 
ers, red jacket, etc.) 

Red (strong guttural ivhisper) — Guard the door. 

Annabelle — I am (acts listening). 

Red — Oh, oh, oh! I'm afraid. I want to get out of here (paws 
air), 

Annabelle — Hark! Listen! Don't make so much racket. 

Red — Oh! Oh! Oh! I wish I hadn't come. I want to go home. 

Annabelle — Sh-Sh-Sh! Be quiet, someone may hear you. What 
did I bring you for — get busy. 

Red — But I don't want to do anything wrong. I'm afraid they'll 
catch us. 

Annabelle — If you don't search for that paper I'll turn you over 
to the town Marshal and tell him what you were going to do. Sh-Sh! 
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Red — I don't want your five dollars, anyway. 

Annabelle— Search that desk while I'm here at the door (Red 
hesitates) Do as I say. Sh-Sh! 

Red, mumbling to self, goes to desk and paws over it. 

Annabelle — ^What's that? (Red drops behind desk,) Shi Every- 
thing is all right. Red, get that paper. (Red finds manuscript.) 

Red — Ah! Victoire, Victoire, la belle Victorie (flourishes mxinu- 
script so Annabelle can see). Here it is; your game is won. (Manner 
changes and in most villainistic style he thrusts the manuscript in 
blouse.) The honor of your school is won, won, won. 

Annabelle — Keep quiet, can't you. Oh, let's get out of here. 
(Noise outside.) Someone is coming. Oh, what shall we do. Hide, 
Red, hide. (Red gropes around like chicken with head off and finally 
crawls under table.) 

Dusty enters and Annabelle calms down. 

Annabelle — ^What are you doing here? 

Dusty (picking up pail and putting it in fore part stage, where 
later Annabella can kick it over when she sits down by desk; gets 
broom). Why, I'se agoin' to dust up a bit. P'raps you all had better 
step outside a little whiles. 

Annabelle — Oh, I don't mind a little dust. 

Dusty — I shore am agoin to make some dust. What you all adoin* 
here? 

Annabelle — I'm just waiting. 

Dusty — Awaitin' gets awful tiresom. I'se waited, an' waited, 
mos' all my life. Oh, here comes the Professor (gets violently busy). 

Principal enters; gray-haired, sideburns, etc. 

Principal — Ah, ah! (looking at watch), it is a quarter to one. I 
wonder if Hack has handed in that treatise yet. I can not let him 
play unless he does so. As President of the Purity League in Ath- 
letics I must not let the fair name of our academy be tarnished. 
(Catches sight of Annabelle.) How do you do. What can I do for 
you? 

Annabelle — Oh, Mister, are you the principal ? 

Principal — Yes, h'm, yes, I go by that appellation. But take a 
seat, my young lady. (Principal seats self at desk — Annabelle to 
left.) 

Annabelle — ^And do you let boys and girls go to your school ? 

Dusty is sweeping mighty close to the table Red is under. When 
Annabelle sees that Dusty is about to sweep under the table, 
she kicks over the pail. Annabelle and Principal jump up as 
pail makes racket. 
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Principal — Dusty, who said you were to sweep at this time of 
day? 

Dusty — Joe told me to, Professor. He shore done told me to. 

Principal — Go take yourself and paraphernalia out of here and 
tell Joe he is to do the job himself. 

Dusty — I'se agoin', I'se agoin', Professor. (Dusty picks up imple- 
ments and leaves.) 

Principal and Annabella seat selves. 

Principal — What were you saying before this unfortunate inter- 
ruption ? 

Annabelle — I was asking whether you let boys and girls go to 
your school. 

Principal — I have that privilege, my young lady. I presimie you 
are desirous of entering upon a scholastic career and have ambitions 
of becoming an erudite. 

Annabelle — Yes, that's it. I want to be just like you. 

Principal — My young lady, may I inquire your name? 

Annabelle — My name, must I give my name? 

Principal — Yes, that is customary — quite legal in polite society — 
quite legal, I should say so, quite legal. 

Annabelle — My name is Annabelle Pretty. It is spelled with 
two n*s and two Ts. 

Red, during conversation, is doing funny business under table — 
peeking out, etc. 

Principal — I can spell, young lady, I can spell. 

Annabelle — ^What must I do first ? 

Principal — ^The first thing, my dear Miss Annabelle Pretty, is to 
consider thoroughly the courses offered and to choose one best fitted 
to your psychologic and teleogic disposition. Now, judging from your 
general appearance I should advise a course in Home Economics. Let 
me glance over our curriculistic schedule. Ah, here it is. 

Annabelle — ^Must I take Home Economics ? 

Principal — ^Yes, you must. 

Annabelle — But it sounds so much like oat-meal mush. 

Principal (looks at her fixedly) — Yes, certainly you must. Yes, 
you must, for you qualify under Vocational Guidance, Law 16, Part 
3, Participle Two — Height medium, general topography feministic, 
brain capacity question mark. Let us see. Here it is — Home Eco- 
nomics. First year: One hour. Automobile Acoustics of the Sewing 
Machine and Electric Wash-tub. One hour, learning to play the 
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xylophone and mechanics of the phonograph, etc., etc. I assure you 
a most literary course that will fit you for a life of visiting movies 
and eating fudge and spending all your husband can earn. 

Annabelle — That is too hard. I don't want to work all night and 
day. That course is much too hard for my delicate constitution. It 
prepares for the serious side of life and I want to be frivolous. 

Principal — My dear young lady I assure, I most honorably assure 
you that no one works in this school. 

Annabelle (Hses and, tripping toward door, leaves handbag on 
floor) — Well, I have changed my mind. I don't think I want to be 
educated. Good-bye, Grandpa. (Laughs and goes out door, rear,) 

Principal — Well, I'll be lemonaded, I'll be orangeaded — by Caesar, 
I'll even be grapejuiced! (Thumps desk and rises,) But what can 
you expect from these youngsters; they do not know anything; they 
never heard of Lycurgus or Hippocrates. (Glances at watch,) H'nrni, 
h'mm, it is very peculiar, I may even say singular, that Hack has not 
handed in that treatise as yet. We must be victorious over our rival 
Cherry Academy today. I can not let him participate as one of the 
prominent members of our playing organization unless he hands in 
the work. (Goes to door, left. Red sees chance and tries to get to 
window.) 

Principal (looking out door, left) — Jimmie, oh Jimmie! 

Jimmie (outside) — Yes, sir; yes, sir; coming, sir. 

Principal turns around and Red has to get back under table, 

Jimmie (entering left) — Did you call me, sir? 

Principal — Yes, run over to the gym and tell Hack I want to see 
him at once. He has only five minutes to get that work in. 

Jimmie — Aye, aye, sir. (Turns and goes out door, rear,) 

Enter Joe, left, ivith brooms, dusters, pails, dust cloths, etc, 

Joe — Good afternoon, Professor. I am going to clean up the office 
if you don't mind. 

Principal — Yes, yes, go ahead. 

Joe — Nice day today. 

Principal — Quite so, quite so. 

Joe works while he talks. 

Joe — Four of the boys were playing poker in the basement yes- 
terday afternoon. 

Principal (absently) — ^Yes, yes, I know. 

Joe (dusting) — I smelt smoke in the physics laboratory. It was 
Pall Mall smoke — I think John was the one. 

Principal — Do not bother me with details, I am terribly busy. 
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Joe (picking up tools) — Well, I was just telling you there are four 
new scratches on the desks in the study hall. (Goes out rear,) 

Principal (walks up and down, talking to self) — Most extraordi- 
nary, a most neuristic predicament. Hack said he would have the 
work in by noon. He is a most honorable boy, a most upright young 
man. It is strange. I wonder how Plato would look upon this most 
unpleasant situation. I can not let him play. I wonder what King 
Solomon would have done? I must be firm. Caesar was always firm. 
We may loose the championship of the State. But Hannibal crossed 
the Alps. I must stand by the agreement with my colleague prin- 
cipals. 

Hack (enters door, left) — Did you send for me, sir? 

Principal — Yes, I want to know why you have not handed in that 
paper on Water as the Universal Solvent. (Looking at watch.) It is 
past the time I gave to you for handing in the work and I am sorry 
to say that I must forbid your playing this afternoon. 

Hack — Why, I handed it in a half an hour ago. There it is on 
the desk. (Points to desk, PHncipal goes to desk and looks around.) 

Principal — I do not find it. (Hack looks and finds nothing.) 

Hack — I left it here a short while ago. I sure did. Professor. 

Principal — ^What did it look like? 

Hack (searching) — It looked like ten thousand words all rolled 
up like a piece of wall-paper. 

Principal — Ah, I see. It was somewhat in the form of a scroll. 

Annabelle enters hurriedly 

Annabelle — Oh, I beg your pardon, but have you see my bag? 

Principal — No, we have not. 

Annabelle — Oh, here it is. I am so forgetful and leave things 
around so. (Picks up bag.) 

Principal — I am glad you are so fortunate. (Hack still looking 
around room.) We are not. 

Annabelle — Why, have you lost something too? 

Hack — Yes, ten thousand words on the Universal Solvency of 
Water. You haven't seen them around, have you ? 

Annabella — Why, no; of course not. Where could they be? 
(Moves toward table.) 

Hack — It is not here, Professor, you will have to take my word 
for it — I have got to get back to the gym and dress now. 

Principal — I am sorry Hack, but I can not let you play. 

Hack — But I turned the paper in — ^ten thousand words — all type- 
written. 
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Annabelle is at table. Red is sticking head out, making signs 
with mouth. She kicks at him to make him get out of sight. 
They continue pantomim,e while Hack and Principal talk. 

Principal — I cannot doubt your word but the paper is not here and 
without the paper I can not sign the O. K. that you are all up in your 
scholastic requirements. You must look at the affair in a judicious 
manner, in the legalistic aspect. 

Hack — Legalistic aspect be hanged, the game starts in half an 
hour and I've got to play. I tell you, Professor Square, I handed that 
thing in, and John, Bill and Tom saw me do it/ 

Principal — I am very sorry Hack, that this came up at this time. 
I naturally expected to find the paper under discussion here. You say 
you handed in it. Well and good. But I have not seen it and until 
I see it you can not play. 

Hack (getting aroused) — I like to know why I can not play. I 
am the only one that knows all of the signals; the boys are depending? 
on me. I can't go back on the rest of the fellows. I handed the work 
in. I tell you, John and Bill and Tom all saw me do it. I tell you, I 
am going to play and we are going to win that game. 

Principal (getting aroused) — Young man, do you understand to 
whom you are talking? Do you realize what you are saying? I say, 
and my say is final, you can not play, and if I see you trying to I 
shall have the city marshal take you off the field. I play fair and I 
shall have my boys play fair. 

Hack — Professor Square, I am playing fair. I handed that work 
m and I am going to play. 

Principal — You are not, Mr. Hackus Blimp. You are beside your- 
self. Leave this room immediately and when you are ready to apolo- 
gize come back and do it. 

Hack (storms out; as he leaves turns and speaks) — I handed the 
blamed stuff in and I'm going to play in that game. (Leaves left.) 

Joe (sticking head in door rear) — Professor, oh Professor, there 
are pieces of paper all over Miss Jones' room. 

Principal — Pick them up, I'm busy. 

Joe — All right. Professor. 

Annabelle — (tripping forward) — I am so sorry, Mr. Principal, 
that you have lost something. Isn't there something I could do to 
help? 

Principal — There is nothing, my dear young lady. 

Annabelle (leaving rear) — I am so sorry. I wish I knew where 
the old paper was, then I would get it for you. 

Principal (walking up and down) — Most extraordinary. I never 
knew Hack to be so unruly before. He has such a noble forehead and 
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he drives a Ford so nicely. (Annabelle appears at window and as 
Professor's back is turned Red tries to hand her maniiscript. As Pro- 
fessor turns, both have to dodge out of sight,) 

Mr. Smith enters left. 

Smith — Professor, what is this I hear about Hack not being al- 
lowed to play. I can testify to you that he prepared the paper for 
I was helping him last night and I saw him half an hour ago coming 
over to hand it in to you. He says he left it on your desk. 

Principal — That may be so, Mr. Smith, but so far I have not seen 
it and I must have that manuscript before I can sanction his play- 
ing. You know Mr. Thomson of Cherry Academy had a player in the 
same fix and we both agreed to have the boys hand in a paper. I, of 
course, shall demand to see the other boy's paper, apd consequently I 
shall have to show one too. As it is we are both stretching a great 
deal Article III of the Code that has to do with students deficient in 
one subject. 

Mr. Smith — That is so, but the paper was done. I can vouch for 
it and if Hack is off the team our chances for winning are absolutely 
ruined. Surely, Professor, you want the honor of winning the State 
Championship. 

Principal — I can see how you feel, Mr. Smith. As coach of the 
football team you have done excellent work. I myself can not wish 
for victory any more than you do. But I must play the game straight 
— straight as an arrow — I can not go against my conscience. My con- 
science demands that I see the evidence. I want to win but I can not 
let my boys win and perhaps win by having a player who is not regu- 
larly qualified. That is my final word, Mr. Smith — ^my final word. 

Mr. Smith — Just as you say. Professor. But don't blame me if 
we lose the game. (Goes out left.) 

Principal watches him go and Red and Annabelle try again to get 
roll out window. 

Joe (sticking head in rea/r door) — What did you tell me to do 
about the paper on the floor in Miss Jones' room? 

Principal — Pick it up. 

Joe — Oh, I forgot. So you did. (Withdraws head.) 

Principal (turning) — This is a most horrible predicament, a most 
terrible situation. Oh! that I had the Aequaenemitas of Marcus 
Aurelius or even that of the slave Epictetus. But how can I act other- 
wise? 

Mr. Smith (enters left) — Professor, the rest of the players say 
they will not start the game without Hack. 

Sound of angry voices outside. 

Principal — The boys are getting excited. This is terrible, terrible. 
(More noise.) I know how they feel. They think I am unjust. But 
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I must have the evidence. Just words will never be believed by my 
colleagues on the Purity Committee. 

Mr. Smith — You sure are in for a Heck of a time. I am going 
back to the gjrm and try to get the rest of the boys to change their 
minds. (Leaves left,) 

More noise, and mob of boys and girls, Hack, John, Tom and BiU, 
storm in through rear door. 

Principal — What is the meaning of this disturbance? 

John — ^We want to know why Hack can't play this afternoon. I 
saw him place the treatise on your desk. 

Tom — I was here too. 

Bill — And I helped him bring it in. 

Hack — ^And I know I laid it right on that desk. 

Principal — Hack, I believe you have told me that several times 
before. 

Hack — Yes, and the more times I say it the less you believe it. 
want to know why you still can not Accept our word. 

Mob (hubbub arises) — ^Yes, that's it. Why can't we play? Oh 
isn't he mean. We want to win that game, etc. 

Principal (raising hand for silence) — My dear boys and girls, I 
am as much desirous as you that this matter should be settled ami- 
cably, but you know that I must act on evidence, not hearsay. I do 
not doubt that everything is as you say, but without the manuscript 
Hack can not have my permission to play. 

Bill (heatedly) — I should like to know why not. The whole school 
is aroused over this. 

Sweetness — We girls are right with the boys, Professor. 

Bill — ^And if you do not let him play we shall all go on a strike. 

Principal (thundering) — What is that you said? 

Bill — I said we boys will go on a strike next week unless you 
come through. Won't we boys ? 

Boys (shout) — ^Yes. 

Sweetness — We girls will go out with the boys. Won't we, girls ? 

Girls (shout) — Yes. 

Principal — Are you children mad? 

Tom — ^We will not come to school and no one can make us. Every- 
body in town wants us to win that game. Everybody is on our side. 
Isn't that so? 

Mob (shouts) — Yes. 
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Principal (sternly) — Boys and girls, I am shocked, amazed, as- 
tounded, vitally hurt (wipes tears away) to think that after all of 
these years you should make such unseemly threats. But I still stand 
my ground— I must have visible signs of proof before I can assent. 

Hack — Does that mean that if we find the paper I can play ? 

•Principal — ^Most assuredly so. 

Hack-r-Then the paper must have been stolen. 

Principal — ^Why, I never thought of that. 

Mob — The paper has been stolen. Let's find it. (Look at each 
other, etc.) 

Tom — Has anyone been around herie. Professor ? 

Principal — Let me see, let me see. Why yes, a young lady was 
here a little while ago desirous of entering our school. But she did 
want to help us find the treatise. 

Bill — I bet she was a flapper from Cherry Academy. 

Hack — Everybody search this building. Tom and Bill, you take 
the upstairs. John and Tom, you take the lower floor. 

Principal — Stop every person who has not any business on th^i 
premises. 

Sweetness — ^And all of we girls will help too. 

Hack — Everybody get busy at once. Don't stand around here 
gaping. 

Dusty (running in through rear door, breathless) — There is a girl 
hanging around outside the window there — she doesn't belong to our 
school. 

Mob— What's that? 

Dusty — There's, there's a girl listening at that window. I saw 
her with my two eyes. (Darky lingo,) 

Table starts to move toward window, Annabelle sticks head 
through window with outstretched hand. 

Hack — Look, the girl! (Annabelle screams and flees,) See, the 
table is moving. Someone is under it. Get him. (Boys rush over and 
turn over table and seize Red, who' struggles and howls; girls shriek,) 

John — Hold his legs. 

Bill — Punch his nose. 

Sweetness (squealing) — Oh, hold him — don't let him go. 

Principal (on outskirts of fray) — Hold him — do not let him es- 
cape — ^the villain — ^hit him again. 

Red is securely held. Hack and boys yank him over before Prin- 
cipal in front of stage. 
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H^k — Get over here. Professor, that is Red the Bolskevik. He 
is a new student at Cherry Academy. 

Principal — I can see the fellow is a rascal. 

Red — No, no, no. I am innocent. 

Principal — Innocent of what — I have not charged you with ^y- 
thing as yet. 

Hack — What were you doing under that table? 

Red — I am innocent, I am innocent of anything — I was just scared 
and got imder the table. 

Hack — He must have the treatise. 

Principal — He looks like it. 

Mob— Oh— 

Principal — Search the knave. 

Boys search Red, who makes a great ado. 

Red — I haven't got it, I tell you; I haven't got anything. 

Hack (pulling out manuscript from Red*s blouse) — Here it is. 

Whoopee ! 

Mob shouts and jumps around for joy. 

Principal — Goodness gracious! But he is a villain. 

Red — Let me go Professor. I didn't do it. She made me do it. 

Mob — Drown the Redhead drown him, duck him. 

Principal — Take him away and duck him in the pond. 

Mob shouts glee. 

Principal — And Hack can play this afternoon. (Mob more glee.) 

Red — Let me go, let me go, I say. 

Mob — Down with the Bolskevik — duck him, drown him — 

Principal — Take him away. 

As curtain falls three cheers for Hack and the Professor are 
heard being given as Red is being dragged out. 

CURTAIN 



Finis 
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